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with lifts than any other nationality, so he said: "Hop on." Yindrich and I complied.
We all went chasing down the road, noticing with renewed misgiving that the tanks had still not moved. Then we heard a crackle of rifle fire and that curious whip-lash noise of bullets. We came to a traffic jam in an avenue of trees. Our jeep halted abruptly, and I was conscious of a continuous rattling noise. Staring round vaguely, I noticed some tin hats poking out of a ditch. About a dozen of my colleagues, mostly Americans, were squatting in this dry ditch banging out stories.
I jumped out of the jeep and crawled forward along the ditch to investigate. Two self-propelled guns and a handful of suicide troops occupying suburban houses were holding up an army. Bullets whanged about, but I could not see much. Where the trees ended, the road curved round a stretch of heath or open grassland looking something like a golf course. I could see a long, irregular line of G.I.s moving forward in short rushes over the uneven ground, flopping down every now and then. Brigadier-General Frederick, who commanded a special "Commando" regiment of Americans and Canadians, was watching his men going into action.
Suddenly there was a flurry on the road as a motor-cycle escort came scorching along, preceding a vehicle carrying the tall, thin figure of General Mark Clark. He descended and issued curt orders, inaudible to me. Sevareid declares that he instructed his subordinate commanders that they must be across the city limits by four o'clock that afternoon, as he had to have a photograph taken. Personally, I find it hard to take this story seriously.
My own judgment of the situation was that although a few forward elements might cross the city limits that night, it would occur late, and, with limited transmission facilities, we could expect to get practically nothing in the following morning's paper. Had we known it, that night all London newspaper offices were tense with a terrific suspense that had nothing to do with the imminent fall of Rome. It was the eve of the landings in Normandy.
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